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City Groups That Provide Meals 


1. Bissell Centre 

10527-96 Street - 423-2285 
Monday to Thursday — 10:30 a.m. 
— sandwiches 

Friday — 9:45 a.m. — sandwiches 


3. Inner City Pastoral Ministry 
at The Bissell Centre - 424-7652 
Snacks after Sunday Service 

- 12:00 to 1:00 


3. Christ Church 
12116-102 Avenue — 488-1118 
Every 3rd Saturday — 5:00 p.m. meal 


4. Herb Jamieson Centre 

10014 -105A Avenue ~— 429-3470 

For men not on assistance 

Monday to Friday 7:00 to 7:45 a.m. break- 
fast 

12:00 — 12:45 p.m. - lunch 

5:00 to 5:45 p.m. — supper 


Weekends 11:00 - 11:45 a.m. - breakfast 
; 4:00 — 4:45 p.m. — supper 

5. Hope Mission - 422-2018 

Daily 7:00 to 7:45 - breakfast 


5:00 to %;45 - supper 





7. Marian Centre 

10536-98 Street - 424-3544 

Daily except Wednesdays 

12:00 to 12:45 p.m. meal 

Closed from the 27th of each month to the Ist 


8. The Mustard Seed 

10635-96 Street — 426-5600 

Monday to Friday — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. supper 
Saturday — 5 p.m. — supper 

Zero tolerance of alcohol 


9. Operation Friendship 

9526-106 Avenue — 429-2626 

Monday to Friday — 9:00 a.m. — breakfast 

Monday to Sunday — 12 noon — lunch 
-§:00 p.m. — supper 

For seniors over 55 only 


10. Red Road Healing Centre — 471-3220 
Friday — 12:00 to 1:00 p.m. — soup and ban- 
nock 


11. Salvation Army 
9620-101 Avenue— 429-4222 
Fridays — 7:30 a.m. to 8:00 a.m. — breakfast 


12. St Peter’s Evangelical Lutheran Church 
9606-110 Avenue — 426-1122 

Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, 7:00 
a.mBreakfast 


13.St. Faith’s Anglican Church - 

parish hall 

11725-93 Street — 477-5931 

Thursday - 12:00 noon - soup 

Saturday —- 8:30 a.m. to 10:00 a.m. —breakfast 
3rd Friday of the month — 7:00 p.m. — supper 


14. Emmaus Church 
5015- 144 Avenue —- 275-1647 
Monday — 4:45 to 6:00 p.m. — meal 


15. Women’s Emergency Accommodation 
Centre 

9611-101A Avenue — 423-5302 

Meals for women staying at the shelter. 

If not, bag lunch is given 


16. Edmonton Orthodox Reformed Church 
1161- 95 A Street — 479-1860 
Thursdays, 6:25 p.m. soup 


17. Robertson Wesley United Church 
10209-123 Street 482-1587 

Second Saturday of each month 
January to November, 5:00 p.m. meal 


18. Jasper Place Health and Wellness 
Centre 

15210 — Stoney Plain Road — 481-4001 
Mondays — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. — meal 


19. One Accord Bible Fellowship Church 
10802 — 93 Street — 425-6310 
Saturdays, 10:00 to 1:00 p.m. meals 
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Code of Ethics 


Edmonton Street News reserves the 
right to refuse publication of any 
article and or ad at the discretion of 
the board of Edmonton Street News 
Society. 


We will not trivialize 
poverty in any way. 


We practice sound journalism with 
respect to FOIP legislation and 
respect for the privacy of the persons 
portrayed in stories and 
photographs. 


The views presented in this publica- 
tion are those of the writers. 
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Homeless still there —count this fall will tell us how many 





As the summer of 2008 draws to a close, 
I recall just one year ago when steps were 
taken to close Edmonton’s tent city. The lot 
just west of the Bissell Centre was covered 
with tents, the residents had five Johnny-on- 
the-spots, wash stands and a water tank. 
There was no row of homeless people on the 
sidewalk in front of the Bissell Centre, and 
only a few scattered in the alleys throughout 





the neighbourhood. When the tent city 
closed, those homeless people and others like 
them didn’t suddenly find places to live, or 
become less of a concern. They were just no 
longer as visible. And that visibility was the 
biggest concern for the City of Edmonton — 
having a tent city made it obvious that we 
have homeless people, and having homeless 
people means there is a problem that has to 
be addressed. It was much easier and cheap- 
er to remove the people and fence off the lot 
where the tent city stood than to provide for 
their needs. 

This summer the city has been vigilant 
in removing tents, and in taking away tents 
from homeless people to avoid a repeat of 
last year. From talking to homeless people, I 
am told they have to take pains to hide their 
tents, or return to find everything gone. 

It’s easier to ignore the problem of home- 


Ben 
Henderson 


Councillor, Ward 4 
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Phone 496-8146 | Fax 496-8113 





less people when they are individuals hiding 
in the bushes wrapped in blankets at night, 
then wandering around with shopping carts 
by day. With no fixed address they sink into 
non-existence — the fact that individuals 
actually live in a certain part of the city is 
somehow not recognized as residency. 

There is a row of people living on the 
sidewalk in front of the Bissell Centre, sleep- 
ing, rolled up in blankets with their shopping 
carts nearby, and there are makeshift tarp 
and blanket shelters beside Family Worship 
Centre and Boyle McCauley Health Centre. 
There are people sleeping in the alleys 
throughout my neighbourhood, some on 
mattresses, some just out on the ground. 





There is no provision for sanitation, no toilet, 
no sink, no water tank. 

About a dozen people have lived in the 
alley behind my house throughout the sum- 
mer, and being human, they relieved them- 
selves in the alley as well, leaving behind 
dumps and the strong smell of urine. We 
can’t take the dog for a walk back there 
because he finds human feces to chew on. 

Ironically, the city can place portable toi- 


lets behind bars on Whyte Avenue for party 
animals who drink too much and urinate too 


much as a result, but has made no provision 
for people living outside in our neighbour- 
hoods to take care of business. That is a 
deliberate oversight because if they were to 
recognize the need for toilets they would first 
have to acknowledge that these people actu- 
ally reside in the alley. 

This fall the Edmonton Coalition on 
Housing and Homelessness will be taking 
their biannual homeless count to let us 
know just how many homeless people we 
have living in Edmonton. Having participated 
in taking the count two years ago, I know 
there are many who were not counted, so the 
number represents only those who were visi- 
ble that night, not the ones camped in outly- 
ing areas, or crashing on friends couches, or 
otherwise overlooked for any number of rea- 
sons. 

By Linda Dumont 


Private Ecclesiastical Notice 
All concerned men and women take notice 
that a private agreement has been reached 
between minister 
Leon Papadopoulos and Ken Haluschak 
regarding indisputable facts and religious 
freedoms. The full text of this agreement 
may be seen at 
allcreatorsgifts.org or 
phone (780) 266-1122 


Karen Leibovici 
Councillor, Ward 1 


2nd Floor, 

1 Sir Winston Churchill Sq., 
Edmonton, AB TSJ 2R7 

Phone: 496-8120 Fax: 496-8113 
Email: karen.leibovici@edmonton.ca 





Percy Davis shot by cop - Shooting to be investigated 





iilave parents of a young man who was 
shot twice by police outside of an east end 
mall say the weeks since the shooting 
occurred have been a "nightmare”. Glen 
Davis, a preacher at the House of Refuge 
Mission at 10339-95 Street, said his son just 
wants to forget the whole thing and get on 
with life, but due to his injuries his life will 
never be the same. “He is all scarred up,” 
Glen said, indicating a criss-cross of scars 
across the front of the body, “He has one 
lung removed, and his right arm is useless.” 
Percy was shot outside of Abottsfield Mall 
after he allegedly refused to drop a knife he 
was carrying. The incident started after the 
police received a complaint from a woman 
who saw a man outside of the mall with a 
knife. The shooting occurred around 9:20 


a.m. Friday, August 9. A single police officer 
was the first to arrive at the scene. He 


allegedly tried to use pepper spray, but it 
had “no effect” so he shot Percy twice. One 
bullet entered his lower abdomen; the other 
entered his neck and exited through his back 
causing the collapse of his lung and injuries 






to the nerves of his right arm. 

Glen and Rose Davis first learned that 
their son had been shot when they saw the 
incident on the eleven o’clock news. “We 
recognized him right away,” Glen said. “We 
just sat there crying and praying.” When 
they went to the Royal Alexandra Hospital to 
see their son, they were refused admission 
by security, and had to wait until the next 
morning to see him, almost 24 hours after 
the shooting. “My son could have died,” Glen 
said. 

He believes the reason they were not 
notified immediately is because Percy had no 
identification. “He had a run-in with the 
same police officer a year before, and his 
identification was taken by the officer but 
never returned,” Glen said, “I think the offi- 
cer had it in for him.“ 

Percy Davis has no previous criminal 
record. In a previous encounter, Constable 
Miles Strommer, the officer involved in the 
shooting, handcuffed Percy and interrogated 
him in his police cruiser. On another occa- 
sion, Percy was accused of stealing a car. As 


BOYLE STREET APPOINTS NEW EXECUTIVE 
DIRECTOR 


On July 28, the Boyle Street Community 
Services board appointed Julian Daly as the 
agency’s new Executive Director. Daly has a 
long history of involvement in community 
development in Edmonton and abroad. 
Through his work with various non-profit 
and government organizations, Julian has 
gained front-line and management experience 
that will help guide Boyle Street as it faces 
new challenges of meeting the needs of 









Several hundred people attended the Boyle 
McCauley Health Centre’s annual street bar- 
becue on 96th Street in front of the centre 
on Friday, August 22nd.Photos by Linda 
Dumont 





Edmontonians living in poverty. 

A native of Ireland, Daly has worked 
extensively on inner-city development in 
London, UK and has more recently held lead- 
ership positions in healthcare initiatives in 


Edmonton. He has many years' experience as 


a community development consultant, 
teacher and economic development manager. 

Boyle Street Community Services has a 
37-year history as a provider of services to 
marginalized Edmontonians. Located just off 
the downtown core, Boyle Street serves as a 
community gathering place for 
Edmontonians who also access a range of 
housing, income and counselling support 
services. 

"I would like to build on the lagacy of 
Hunter and other executive direcotrs that 
have gone before me," said Daly. "It's an 
extraordinary legacy that they've achieved 
over the years, and I want to build on that 
and to continue to respond to emerging needs 
of the community we serve." 

"Julian is a fine person. We are all lookng 
forward to working with him, " said acting 
executive director David Berger. 

Daly was preceded as executive director 
by Alice Hanson, Doug Wilson, Nancy Kotani 
and Hope Hunter. 


a result of this alleged harassment of his son, 
Glen filed a complaint last year against 
Strommer, but dropped the complaint after a 
verbal agreement in which the office agreed 
to stop hassling his son. 

One of the questions Davis asked was, 
“Why didn’t the police officer use a Taser?” 

Strommer is 38 years old and a five year 
veteran of the Edmonton Police Service and 
assigned to the northeast division. He did 
not carry a Taser because he did not have 
up-to-date Taser training and the police have 
changed to a different type of Taser. 

Davis does not believe his son was at 
fault, and added that his niece found a 
recording on the internet that features Percy 
saying, “Leave me alone,” multiple times. He 
also said Percy wasn’t threatening anyone, 
and he was backing away with his hands up 
in surrender when the shots were fired. 

Davis family lawyer, Tom Engel, is report- 
ed in the Journal as saying Percy Davis 
clearly had reason to fear the officer when he 
ordered him to drop the knife. “It may also 
indicate he would be justified in refusing to 
comply with demands from Strommer 
because he was afraid of what was going to 
happen when Strommer got hold of him.” 

Percy was moved from intensive care 
after two days, but remains in hospital. He is 
facing surgery to attempt to repair the nerve 
damage to his right arm once he is strong 
enough, possibly by the first week of 
September. No charges have been laid 
against him. 

Percy’s mother, Rose, has been on regu- 
lar kidney dialysis at the same hospital for 
more than ten years. She is at the top of the 
list for a kidney transplant and may be 
receiving a new kidney as soon as this fall. 
She said, “I am just so thankful that they 
didn’t kill my son.” 

The Alberta Serious Response Team, a 
provincial cop watchdog, is investigating the 
shooting and no one has been charged. 
Police chief Mike Boyd is allegedly looking 
into the allegations. 


By Linda Dumont 
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The Mustard Seed held a picnic August 23 
for the people who regularly attend their 
church services at 3 p.m. Sundays. About 
50 people attended. They enjoyed games, 
water fights and a meal of hamburgers, 
watermelon and much more.Photos by Pedro 
Schultz 
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Mama’s Chickens 


Chapter Three - Sailor of the Seas 
By Sharon Spencer 


My father was as complex and unmov- 
able in his positions, as Mama was movable. 
But complexities were where the similarities 
ended. Where she was yielding towards us, 
he was unyielding; where she was temperate, 
he was crude; chalk and cheese was what 
these two were — opposites in every way. Isn’t 
it interesting how opposites attract, then 
drive each other insane the rest of their lives? 
Perhaps that has a lot to do with the fact 
that he joined the Canadian Navy at the age 
of seventeen. As my grandmother would sigh 
and say, “It’s the navy, ya know, it changes 
them.” This was her excuse for his drunken- 
ness and often bad behaviour. “Changed 
your Uncle Jim, it did.” 

Truth be known, his first love was the 
sea, his second Mama. The sea was a 
demanding and unforgiving mistress, whose 
claim on my father amounted to most of his 
time and a great deal of his spirit. It was she 
alone who carried him off to remote shores 
and exposed him to diverse cultures where 
he learned of a world our little minds could 
only grasp form the curiosities he returned 
with — lace dresses form Spain, camel sad- 
dles form Egypt, and the finest filigree silver 
from Malta were a mere fraction of the many 
treasures he presented us with. 

It was with great anticipation that we 
waited for the giving of the gifts. It was often 


said among us that we wished him home for 
that one exciting day of watching the har- 
bour for his ship as it approached, growing 
from a tiny speck on the horizon, then 
boarding it and getting the gifts that made 

us the wonder of the neighoburhood. They 
were gifts shrouded in history and mystery of 
lands far away that we were able to touch, — » 
hold and smell. Unfortunately, after a few 
years our home took on the look of a clut- 
tered curiosity shop. 

Long before our father arrived, ‘Mama 
tried to prepare us for the Changes in our 
environment. We were all warned on a daily 
basis that our father was returning. The ten- 
sion in the house would mount with each 
approaching day, Drastic changes were 


about to invade our lives. Gone would be the » 


sweet unencumbered life without rules with 
our mother, exchanged for a life consumed 
by nothing but rules. Gone would be the 
days of sunshine, roses, laughter and free- 
dom. Much would be expected of us, and 


perfection was the very last of those expecta- 


tions. Not only perfection, but also anticipa- 
tion of his every thought and action upon 
these thoughts was expected. He was just as 
hard as Mama was soft. He was a hard, 
tough sailor, used to efficiency — no ques- 
tions asked. At home we were his short crew, 
destined to do his bidding. 

Drastic changes brought drastic times. 
This was the other half of our lives. Mama’s 
response to all of this was to stay out of his 


: 


way, ignore Lh gpttion he'll go away and ~ 
we will be happy again. So the little chickens 
scattered in as many directions as possible. 
The lucky ones got away, while the others 
had to stayyand endure. 

Every unfairness, every misdeed of 
Father's would be duly recorded in our | 


» mother’s memory and recalled at the appro- 


priate moment magnified to great propor- 

tions to help reinforce our growing mistrust 
of Father. They were also used as divine ret- 
ribution and constant reminders of my 
father and his failings towards his offspring © 
and what a great disappointment he was — 
to her. I’m sure Mama thought she ~ 


“could have chosen much better than Father — 
had she waited. He was definitely not her 


equal, not worthy of her. 

These stories became her tools in the 
battle for supreme rule over her children’s © 
hearts, so in the middle of our home a tree 
began to grow. At first it was small, barely — 


- noticeable, but with each passing shore leave 
_it grew with vitality into great strength. Soon — 


its shadow encompassed our home, casting — 
its dark stain to every corner of our home 
and our happiness. As it grew stronger, its 
ever-entwining vines wrapped themselves 
around the helpless feet of us children, 
pulling us into its grasp. Its voice would 
always whisper in our childish ears, “Choose 
only one. Choose only one. You must : 
choose.” Now tell me, which one would you 
have chosen? To be continued. 


All For the Love of God:— The Adventures of a Street Pastor 


Chapter Four 

In writing this autobiography, I have chosen 
to write both something that recently hap- 
pened and earlier experiences in each issue. 
By Pedro Schultz 


My first involvement in ministering to 
people was while I was in Bible School in 
Germany. It was an outreach that wasn’t 
being done by the students there. The school 
believed we should learn all the theory, 
then get involved helping others by the usual 
church methods of the day. 

It seemed unreasonable to me that we, as 
a Bible School and church, were hardly 
reaching any strangers in the city. Jesus 
combined theory and practice with his twelve 
students, so I decided to go to bars, dis- 
cotheques and other places to be a."fisher of 
men” where no one else was fishing. 
Sometimes I came home after curfew and 
was reprimanded. 

One evening I got permission to take 
some literature to the bar next door because 
I heard their owner was sick. I was warned 
to be back by curfew. The wife of the owner 
told me she had phoned the mother of a 
young gypsy who had become involved with 
her husband, and told her to keep their 
daughter away from him. The next day the 
gypsy came to their home, stabbed the hus- 
band and threatened to kill her. She was ter- 
rified and slept with a gun underneath her 
pillow. I was convinced God wanted me 
there to listen to her concerns and pray for 
her. 

I ended up coming back to my room after 
midnight, but I didn’t feel guilty about it. I 
felt God’s peace. I believed I had done what 
God wanted me to do and was willing to 
accept the consequences for my behaviour. I 
wrote out what had happened and gave it to 
a board member of the Bible School whom I 
trusted, and then let the teachers read it the 
next day. Although it was near the end of 
the school year, I was asked to leave the 
school for being disobedient. 

One morning, while still in the city, I 
prayed that God would guide me to witness 
to someone about Him. I found two hippies 
at the train station in the vicinity of Essen. 
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Since it was Sunday, I asked them if they 
wanted to go to church with me. They 
weren’t interested. Then I gave them a chal- 
lenge. I showed them how much money I 
had, and asked them if it would get the three 
of us to the church in Essen. 

“Of course not,” they answered. 

“Do you feel like seeing how God can get 
us there with what I have?” I asked. 

That sounded like an adventure to them 
so they took me up on the challenge. Since it 
was too early to go to the church service, I 
decided to visit an acquaintance of mine, 
Ulrich Rohman. 

I decided we’d take a cab as far as it 
would take us, then walk from there. When 
the cab driver found out I was from Canada, 
he took us right to Ulrich’s place in exchange 
for some Canadian coins. 

Ulrich greeted us warmly and when we 
left, put a hand full of change in my pocket, 
“You're a student and I’m sure you can make 
use of this,” he said. 

Without counting the change, we boarded 
a streetcar to get to the church service. We 
had enough for fare plus some left over so we 
could each put something in the offering 
plate. 

We made it on time for the service and I 
was so exited about the miracle I’d just expe- 
rienced that I asked to give a testimony 
about how wonderfully God provided for us 
to get there. While I was sharing how God 
had brought us there, it suddenly dawned on 
me that some people in the congregation 
might think we just wanted money to get 
home. I decided I would hide somewhere in 
the church after the service so they wouldn’t 
give me any money. When Pastor Nachtigal 
found me he asked why I was hiding. He said 
there were people present who knew some 
people in Canada and wanted to talk to me. 

I went upstairs and I saw my two hippie 
friends grinning with money in their hands 
donated from people of the congregation. I 
was feeling quite elated, had good fellowship 
with several Christians there, and some gave 
me money, which I accepted reluctantly. I 
wanted to experience more miracles. 

Then I made a grave error. I still don’t 
know how I got the passport of an attractive 


girl among my belongings, but I jumped to 
the conclusion that this was a sign that God 
wanted us to bring it to her. 

The city of Braunschweig was quite a dis- 
tance away but we had enough money to get 
there. I thought God probably wanted those 
boys to experience staying overnight in a 
Christian home. 

When I got there, the pastor of Lubeck of 
the Church of God of Braunschweig was visit- 
ing this family. When he heard what I want- 
ed, he thought I was crazy but told me to 
come over. We returned the passport to the 
young lady and the boys showed some inter- 
est in her and she in them. The parents were 
horrified. 

After talking with me for about a half- 
hour, I realized I had jumped to conclusions 
about what God wanted me to do without 
praying first for guidance. Now I was broke, 
discouraged and depressed. Someone lent me 
enough money to get home. One of the boys 
threatened to jump off the train, but I was 
too depressed to care much about them any- 
more. This was an important lesson for me to 
make sure about God’s guidance before act- 
ing. 

Many people have experienced that after 
an emotional spiritual high it is easy to get 
depressed. There is a very interesting pas- 
sage in the Bible that demonstrates this 
principle. Elijah challenged the 450 prophets 
of Baal to have their God start a fire to burn 
an offering of a bull to their God. They were 
unsuccessful. Then Elijah had 12 large jars 
of water poured on his sacrifice and God’s 
fire from heaven devoured the sacrifice plus 
the wood, stones and soil around it. A short 
time later, Queen Jezebel threatened his life 
for the destruction of the prophets of Baal 
and Elijah hid away in fear and prayed that 
God would take his life. Later God encour- 
aged him. (1 Kings 18: 16-19, 18) 

A more recent example of God’s miracu- 
lous workings was one day when I felt a bit 
depressed, slept for a couple of hours, then 
at 2 a.m. had a great desire to go out and 
help someone. I asked God for guidance and 
as I left, I found a sweater in front of the 
Boyle Street Community Services Centre. I 


(continued next page) 


Man of Christ Abased 


Chapter Two - Gay comes into my life 
By Lauren Petersen 


That winter, while I was living on the 
farm with my mother and teaching in the 
local village, I was swept off my feet by the 
charming, handsome Gay Garupa. 

The first months of the school term, I 
struggled with teaching all day, then catch- 
ing up on the farm work in the evenings. I 
was desperately tired, and still facing that 
emptiness where God’s presence should have 
been because He had led me on then aban- 
doned me. One day as I sat in church feeling 
angry and rebellious towards Him, I opened 
my Bible and read, “Why dost thou complain, 
Oh man, lift up your heart in your hands 
unto the Lord,” so even He didn’t care to 
hear my complaints. 

Mom had a farm auction. Neighbours 
descended on the farmyard like a pack of 
vultures, and the cattle and machinery were 
sold off for far less than their value even con- 
sidering that Dad had purchased most of the 
machinery second hand at other auctions 
when local farmers passed away. After that, a 
silence descended on the farm. 

Christmas came and went, but it was 
meaningless without my father to cut down 
the tree on Christmas Eve and to fill the 
Christmas stockings — Santa Claus was dead. 
We exchanged gifts and shared Christmas 
dinner with Marlene and James, and 
although she was an excellent cook, the food 
was tasteless. I spent the rest of the holidays 
working on lesson plans. 

The vice of winter clamped down on the 
farm in January, leaving the pump frozen 
solid and the fields blanketed with snow. I 
started taking a cream can in the car when | 
left for school to fill up with water at the gas 
station on my way home. One day I took out 
my snowshoes and walked the length of the 
snowy fields, and a half dozen grouse erupt- 
ed from their shelter beneath the snow. 

Then I met Gay Garupa at the Turning 
Point mission where he was taking Bible 
study classes. Gay was tall and slim with 
dark curly hair, dark eyes and high cheek- 
bones, which he attributed to his half Irish, 
half Spanish heritage. What I found most 
attractive, however, were his moving testi- 
monies when he stood looking up to God and 
spoke with slow, measured words as though 
he were listening to the Holy Spirit. “God 
healed me of TB and a ruptured stomach.” 
he claimed and the people said, “Amen” in 
response, moved by this miracle. He sang 
solos, a capella, in a deep strong voice, his 
eyes closed, his hands raised up to God. His 
favourite song was He Touched Me, sung 
slowly and meaningfully. His one vice was 
smoking, but other than that he was a role 
model of spirituality, often referring to the 
Bible as a reference. 

I realize that I was taken in by Gay 
because I placed upon him all of the ideals of 
Christianity — honesty, truth, love, decency, 
caring ... In my naivete it never occurred to 
me that a man could stand up in church 
and lie even in his testimony. Unfortunately, 
the con is more convincing than the real 
thing. Gay could say and be anything I want- 


ed him to be just to reel me in. 

With the coming of Easter Break, I was 
looking forward to going out with Youth With 
a Mission, an activity put on by the 
Northwest Bible College, for the weekend. 
After an introductory session, participants 
were paired up and went door to door with 
booklets explaining the steps to salvation. 
But my plans changed when I went to 
Turning Point with Sharon, and there was 
Gay. He was fired up with the idea of door to 
door evangelism, but he didn’t want to be 
part of the larger group at the Bible College. 
He had other ideas. He said God wanted the 
four of us, him, Sharon, his friend, Rod, and 
me, to go out in my home neighbourhood. 
“In the Bible they were to go out to 
Jerusalem first, then to Samaria and then to 
the outermost parts of the earth. We should 
start by going to the people near your home, 





then further away,” he said. 

Who was I to argue with God? I agreed. 

The weekend extended into a whole week 
spent going door-to-door with "Here’s How" 
booklets explaining the steps to salvation. 
Sometimes I was paired with Gay, sometimes 
with his friend Rod. Even after Sharon went 
back to university and I started teaching 
again, we met on weekends to continue to 
evangelize. We covered the local neighbour- 
hood, then ventured further out to Hobbema 
and the Native people on the reservation. 

Even after Sharon went on holidays with 
James and Marlene to visit Annette in New 
Brunswick, Gay continued to phone nearly 
every day, always calling collect, and I always 
accepted the calls. We attended church serv- 
ices at the village church together. I told Gay 
about working in the North West Territories 
summers while I was attending university, 
and he said, “Let’s go north and preach the 
gospel!” 

“Wow!” I thought, “ God has sent me a 
partner in the ministry.” But I was also 
troubled by a very disturbing dream — I saw 
the road north all cloaked in shadowy dark- 


ness, with five closed gates barring my way. | 
didn’t know what it meant, but the dream 
stuck in my mind even as we talked about 
the trip. 

In May, Gay invited me to a special 
Pentecostal Sunday meeting at his church, 
the Church of Christ Victorious. I was excit- 
ed because he said, “Brother Heney prophe- 
sies over people confirming spiritual gifts.” 

I had never been inside a home church 
before, and we were late. I saw no-one when 
we entered the unlocked front door of a 
house in Northwest Edmonton, into a nor- 
mal looking front room, down a hallway past 
the kitchen, then turned a corner to descend 
stairs to a basement room from which I 
heard singing. The room was long and nar- 
row and there were about forty people seated 
in rows of chairs facing a raised wooden plat- 
form with a pulpit. Off to the side a curtain 
concealed the pastor’s study. We sat at the 
very back. 

I was wearing my turquoise suit, and car- 
rying my big black leather bound study Bible 
with gold edged pages. When I picked up a 
hymnbook, I noticed it had been printed on 
the church printing press, and in reprinting 
the hymns, some of the words had been 
changed with the word Lord substituted in 
places for God or Jesus. At first I thought it 
was just a spelling error, but the changes 
were consistent throughout the book. There 
was also a section at the back with the arti- 
cles of faith for the church. 

At the end of the service, Brother Heney 
invited people to come up to the front to 
receive their gifts. As each person came up, 
he prophesied over him or her. I waited, and 
said a silent prayer. I knew what I wanted 
from God. “Lord, if you still want me to be a 
missionary, confirm it tonight.” I was 
one of the last people to go forward. By then, 
Brother Heney had tired, so his wife took 
over prophesying. When it came to me, she 
said, “Go ye into all the world and preach the 
gospel to every creature. Heal the sick, 
cleanse the lepers, raise the dead. Freely you 
have been given, freely give.” Then, as I stood 
there, Brother Heney came forward, and, 
looking into my face, as though sensing 
my shyness and hesitation, he said, “It does- 
n’t matter if you fail 20 times, if you succeed 
once.” 

Some of the people seated in the chairs 
gave me incredulous looks. There I was, a 
stranger, and God had accepted me. Later 
Edith Hagledge, one of the younger women, 
said, “I was really surprised that you were 
given a prophesy since you're not a member 
of Christ Victorious.” I didn’t realize until much 
later just how select and closed a group they 
were — almost a cult.. 

That night, when we pulled into the lot 
behind Turning Point where Gay was staying, 
he turned to me, took my hand in his and 
looked into my eyes. “Will you be my wife?” 
he asked. 

When I said, “I would be proud to be your 
wife,” he kissed me for the first time. During 
the weeks we had witnessed together, and 
attended church services together, we had 
not even held hands outside of prayer circles. 

To be coninued. 
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Street Pastor continued 
took it along and as I turned the corner, I 
found a young man in shorts, cold and limp- 
ing. He gratefully accepted the sweater and 
explained he’s just been robbed and was on 
the way to get some money from the Money 
Mart on Jasper Avenue and 114 Street. I 
took him there by cab and then walked back. 
On the way I met a couple whom I had coun- 
-seled at the Canadian Native Friendship 
Centre a few weeks prior. They were hungry 
and gratefully accepted the fruit I offered 
them. (I usually carry some fruit, juice and 


ice water with me). 

As I continued on my way, I saw a young 
couple north of the McDonald Hotel. The 
woman recognized me from several years ago 
and said she had been in jail. We had a good 
talk and I gave her my phone number in case 
she needed help sometime. The young man 
beside her was dressed up for a wedding. He 
didn’t believe in God and we had a great con- 
versation. 

I continued my walk and then realized I 
had gone past my street (101). I decided to 
continue to walk to 96 Street, which had 


been my favourite street for many years. 

Before I turned the corner onto 96th, I found 
a blanket on the sidewalk. Now it was 
around 4 a.m. and it looked like it was going 
to rain. One of the men asked if he could 
have my blanket. I was so thrilled that God 
gave me the privilege of receiving and giving 
in several incidents that night. Again I expe- 
rienced that sharing is so much more enjoy- 
able than the hoarding so many people do. I 
hope this might inspire other Christians to 
do the same. 

To be continued. 
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It takes a village 
to raise a child, 
a misguided 
government to 
damage them, 
and both to mend 
the wounds 










Allan Sheppard 





Allan Sheppard is a freelance writer and editor, 
and a volunteer writer for Edmonton Street News. 
As a pensioner, he finds himself from time to time 
on the edge of poverty and homelessness. As a 
self-appointed community elder, he thinks and 
worries about the needs of children, youth, par- 
ents and others who face lives of poverty and 
inadequate education in the midst of unprecedent- 
ed wealth. 













It takes a village to raise a healthy, confi- 
dent, competent child. It takes a family, too, 
but the role and importance of villages (or 
communities) is too often overlooked or mini- 
mized (when it is not scorned) in contempo- 
rary North American society, which tends to 
fetishize individuals and undervalue the role 
of communities in raising and socializing 
children. 

When the Canadian government took abo- 
riginal children out of their villages under its 
residential schools policy it deprived them of 
the social and cultural benefits of growing up 
in communities that could guide, support, 
and educate them naturally and holistically. 
Putting aboriginal children into unsympathet- 
ic institutional environments broke the chain 
of continuity between generations of aborigi- 
nal society and gave them nothing to replace 
it. It suppressed personal identity, stigmatized 
community identity, and in the process 
deprived children of the means to understand 
and, more importantly, to respect who they 
were and what they were. It set them on a new 
path that led from nowhere to nowhere, a path 
defined by generic, one-size-fits-all values and 
behaviours, and it labelled them by what they 
were not, rather than by what they were. In a 
society that demands and worships self-confi- 
dence and self-esteem, this was surely the 
first of many fatal flaws in the residential- 
school approach to assimilation. 

The residential school system also sub- 
jected many aboriginal children to physical, 
emotional, and sexual abuse. This aspect of 
history and Prime Minister Harper’s recent 
apology before Parliament has captured 
attention and sympathy among Canadians 
and Canadian media, including even some 
right-wing politicians and commentators. 
This is understandable, given our society’s 
bias toward the interests and concerns of 
individuals, and we can be grateful that at 
least in this respect, some of the perpetual 
skeptics and naysayers have been willing to 
concede an important point. It is appropriate 
for the federal government to offer financial 
compensation to the victims of abuse at resi- 







dential schools, and it is nice to have the 
agreement of some of the usual negative sus- 
pects. But the road to healing, reconciliation, 
and restoration only begins with an apology 
for the physical, emotional, and sexual abuse 
of students; we have a long way to go asa 
nation, as communities, and as a community 
of communities before we reach the end. 

The worst abuses perpetrated under the 
residential schools policy were not physical, 
emotional, and sexual (appalling as such 
practices were). The worst abuses were cul- 
tural, social, and spiritual. They were inflict- 
ed not just on some (or even many) residen- 
tial school students, but on all of them, with- 
out exception. And they were visited with 
incalculable and persistent devastation on all 
the communities that saw generations of 
their children exiled far from home (for their 
own good, of course) so the Canadian govern- 
ment could carry out its policy of forced 
assimilation. 

I repeat: It takes a village to raise a 
healthy, confident, competent child. But if 
that is true, then it must also be true that it 
takes children to sustain a healthy, confi- 
dent, competent village. Take the child out of 
the community and you weaken the child; 
you also weaken the community. The child 
may survive the experience, because our cul- 
ture and politics are generally happy to sup- 


The abuses of the residential 
schools were not just physt- 
cal, emotional, and sexual. 


port individuals. The community almost cer- 
tainly will not, because our culture and poli- 
tics generally do not like to recognize and 
support communities, though the words 
Prime Minister Harper in his June 11, 2008 
apology point in the right direction: 

“We now recognize that it was wrong to 
separate children from rich and vibrant cul- 
tures and traditions, that it created a void in 
many lives and communities, and we apolo- 
gize for having done this. 

“We now recognize that, in separating 
children from their families, we undermined 
the ability of many to adequately parent their 
own children and sowed the seeds for gener- 
ations to follow, and we apologize for having 
done this.” 

I find it amazing that our self-consciously 
hard-nosed prime minister should have 
picked up on such realities and acknowl- 
edged them. I’m even more amazed, and 
deeply disappointed, that few Canadians and 
their media have paid much attention to the 
prime minister’s words about the effects of 
the residential schools policy on communi- 
ties. They responded positively (though with 
a few predictable reservations) to the prime 


minister’s words on the many abuses inflict- 
ed on individual children at residential 
schools; they responded almost not at all to 


- his words on abuses suffered by every abo- 


riginal community in every corner of the 
country. Yet these are the same people who 
look at the dysfunctional state of aboriginal 
communities today and wonder how they got 
that way and if anything can ever be done to 
rebuild them. The answer to the first ques- 
tion is, or should be, obvious, as I have tried 
to explain; the answer to the second is not so 
clear. 

My point in raising these questions and 
concerns is not to try to point a larger, 
sharper finger of blame at the federal govern- 
ment. Ottawa’s sins and failures in its treat- 
ment of Canada’s First Nations are colossal 
and colossally obvious. They have finally 
been acknowledged; it’s time to move on. 

Nor do I want to absolve aboriginal lead- 
ers of responsibility for their sins and fail- 
ures, which are many. I cut them some 
slack, given the fact that most of them went 
through residential schools and learned at 
least some of their values there. But the 
teachings (or misteachings) of residential 
schools are not sufficient justification for the 
way many aboriginal leaders have pursued 
personal benefit over community wellbeing. 

Again, it is time to move on, but the 
directions in which aboriginal communities 
must move will have to be decided by the 
communities themselves, recognizing that 
there are many communities, and they mar 
choose to move in many different directions. 
(Only ideologues would suggest or expect 
that one answer, one approach, one solution 
would serve all communities.) 

The federal government cannot make 
those decisions, though it could play a useful 
role as a facilitator. Outsiders cannot make 
those decisions, though they might apply 
useful pressure on the government. 
Community leaders who, like the federal gov- 
ernment and its bureaucracy, played key 


roles in creating the problems that plague 
aboriginal communities cannot make those 


decisions, either. The best decisions, if they 
come at all, will come from leaders who are 
just now emerging, the oldest of them having 
found ways to overcome the damage done at 
residential school, the youngest of them hav- 
ing never been exposed to that destructive 
experience. 

The best decisions will be made by com- 
munities and their children. 

* * * 

I closed last month’s column with a 
promise to tell the story of an aboriginal 
leader who is working to rebuild his commu- 
nity by recovering and restoring cultural and 
spiritual practices and traditions that almost 
disappeared in the aftermath of the federal 
government’s residential schools and other 
policies. Having taken most of my allotted 
space for this preamble, I must defer that 
contribution until next month. 


Everyone Loves Raymond in Edmonton 


Welcome back to Everyone Loves 
Raymond in Edmonton, the informative, rau- 
cous, impartial slant on controversial and 
political musings. Interspersed with life expe- 
riences in our undeniably extraordinary, 
absolutely best place to live and enjoy City of 
Edmonton and surrounding metropolis. 
Everything I say is open to discussion!! All 
you have to do is write in to Edmonton Street 
News, and Linda or myself will open the dia- 


logue. 
How to Stop Worrying!! 


Worry is pervasive in today's hectic, con- 
stantly changing, time consuming, demand- 
ing life! What can we do to get this disas- 
trous habit out of our thoughts, 
memories, and our future? We even worry 


about worrying! When are we most prone to 
worry? Where, what area in our lives can we 
change to be worry free?? Let's start right 
now. (a) The first step is to recognize what we 
worry about, and talk about it. If world issues 
are troubling us, we can join 

organizations, and help alleviate the problems. 
We can turn our worry energy into personal 
action. (b) What we perceive determines if we 
are happy or worried. We determine how we 


embarking on. Ask them what it was like to 
change jobs, raise children, lose loved 

one, what it was like to negotiate across diffi- 
cult areas of life. (d) Live in the moment, focus 
on the present, do something you enjoy. Stop 
regretting the past, and avoiding the future. 
Our reality is coloured by our worries, 

regrets, our dreams. Get a good book, cuddle 
someone you love, write poetry, just do some- 
thing you love to do today and stop this 


will interpret our situation, either as an oppor- worrying. (e) If a situation is causing you 


tunity or a calamity. Choose positive percep- 
tions and life will be easier. (c) Clearly define 
your worries, and get rid of vague or uneasy 
thoughts. Create possibilities, not destructive 
themes and innuendo. Articulate what you 
want, engage others in your possibilities. If 
you worry about the future, talk to someone 
who has walked the same road as you are 


stress, maybe it is your perception that is at 
fault. When you embrace what is reality, worri- 
some and stressful thoughts lose their hold 

on you. 


(excerpts from an article by Brooks 
Broadbent, a credentialed life coach living in 
Ottawa) 
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Letter to Yvonne 


The author of this letter to Yvonne Fritz, Minister of Housing and Urban Affairs, likes to share 
his views with the honourable ladies and gentlemen of the Alberta Cabinet. This is one of his 
correspondences. Watch for further samples in future issues of ESN 


D ear Yvonne, 


Thanks for taking the ball and heading 
down the field with it on the housing issue. 
Your assorted predecessors have done a good 
job of managing to fend off having to take 
any substantial action on this issue and it 
looks like you are going to be able to contin- 
ue the record. 

There are so many effective tactics to 
avoid the messy business of government 
actually getting involved in an issue and 
ensuring fairness for everyone, a move which 
would be more than distasteful to our dear 
friends (and generous donors) in the busi- 
ness sector. One of the best is to keep the 
issue chopped up into a lot of seemingly dis- 
connected bits and pieces. Exalted Ed, your 
boss, took an important step on this front 
last fall with his promise of a 10 year plan to 
end homelessness. (By the way, I’m surprised 
and relieved no one has made much of an 
issue pointing out that homelessness was 
nearly nonexistent in Alberta until all the 
budget cuts in 1993 and had become a real 
problem by 1998, and asking how 
Alberta could create a homelessness problem 
in five years but needs ten years to solve it.) 
Anyway, the approach of having homeless- 
ness over one place and emergency shelter 
~ someplace else and out-of-control rents yet 
another place, helps let you get lots of head- 
lines for every different bandage you put on 
one or another small wound without any 
focus developing that what might be needed 
is an overall commitment to heal the whole 
damaged body. 

And in the salad of bits and pieces, put 
all the attention of some small but dramatic 
bit of the story if possible. Tell us there’ll be 
no Tent City in Edmonton as there was last 
summer and we'll be so busy remembering 
all those frantic headlines it won’t even occur 
to us to ask whether or not there will be any 
change in the overall number of people hav- 
ing to camp at large instead of having a 
proper home. Just as long as a bunch of 
them are not gathered on a lot in plain view 
all is well, even if as many or more are still in 
back yards and empty lots all through the 
urban core and the river valley. 

Endless repetition of assertions that 
have little or no basis to them is also effec- 


tive. It’s not whether or not something is 
true, it’s the statement that it is, over and 
over, that eventually wins the day. Blessed 
as we are with the second rate media we 
have in Alberta, some of them astonishingly 
lazy and others totally overworked, and all of 
them at the mercy of editors who obediently 
know what the folks who own their organiza- 
tions want, all you have to do is say things 
and you can be pretty certain the headlines 
will follow. Tell them that rent controls will 
be unfair to landlords and throw the wonder- 
ful hand of the market off balance and that’s 
what they'll tell everyone. Tell them there’s 
nothing wrong if the developers keep building 
high-end houses like crazy because eventual- 
ly the additional supply will trickle down and 
the poorest schmuck will have his own place 
and they'll report that. Nothing to it. 

One of the cutest of the tactics is 
warmly explaining that solving the problem 
of not everyone having a decent home calls 
for all of us to get involved, that’s it’s not 
something government can do by itself. This 
is another of those half-truths (well, maybe 
quarter-truths...) you folks have become 
masters of. Sure, the facts may be that deal- 
ing with the thousands of people who will 
never get housing if it depends on their own 
resources—after all about a fifth of the peo- 
ple in this province don’t earn enough with 
full time jobs to afford half the average 
rents—could only happen if government 
invested a few billion dollars. But as long as 
you make it sound like all it will take is a few 
bake sales by church groups and the pro- 
ceeds of a golf tournament from a service 
club and some developer big-shots generous- 
ly giving some of their time to sit on commit- 
tees, and Presto!—you’ve deflected the focus 
and ensured we'll keep going around in the 
same old circles a few more years. Say until 
it’s time for the next election and you can 
drag out all the same promises again, since 
nothing will be any better.... 

Oh, and Yvonne it’s good to see you are 
still managing to draw on the old tactic of 
switching the blame. Some simple folks 
might suggest the reason people don’t have 
homes is because there aren’t enough afford- 
able homes around for them. But as long as 
you can have experts telling us the reasons 
are things like mental illness and problems 
with addictions and lack of education and 
coming to the province from elsewhere to 


Hugh MacDonald, MLA 
Edmonton-Gold Bar 


Constituency Office 
Edmonton Gold Bar 


#102, 7024 — 101 Avenue, NW 
Edmonton, Alberta T6A 0H7 


Tel: 414-1015 
Fax: 414-1017 


e-mail: hugh.macdonald @assembly.ab.ca 
website: www.liberalopposition.com 





PETER GOLDRING 
Member of Parliament 
Edmonton East 


CORPORAL PUNISHMENT UP FOR DEBATE 


A Private Members Bill recently passed by the Senate has 
received first reading in the House of Commons where it is 
expected to be debated this fall. Bill S-209, An Act to 
amend the Criminal Code (protection of children) was 
proposed by Liberal Senator Céline Hervieux-Payette and 
introduced in the House of Commons by Liberal Member of 
Parliament Marlene Jennings. 


Section 43 of the Criminal Code allows any schoolteacher, 
parent, or person in place of a parent to use force to correct 
a child, as long as the force is reasonable. 


The proposed law would repeal Section 43, and allow only 
corrective action other than force, in effect banning corporal 
punishment (spanking). 





Those in favour say parents, teachers and guardians 
should no longer be allowed to use what they describe as 
repeated physical abuse when disciplining children. 


Proponents of the Bill say spanking can cause 4a rise in ag- 
gression in children and reinforces the validity of physical 
force as a means of achieving goals. They also claim that 
spanking (especially over long periods of time) deteriorates 
the relationship between the parent and the child, causing 
the adult to seem less trustworthy in the child’s eyes. 


Opponents of the Bill feel it is telling parents how they are 
supposed to run their homes. They say that the state is in- 
terfering with parent-child relationships, by banning spank- 
ing. 


For many people, corporal punishment is traditional, a nor- 
mal form of discipline. They feel for some children it is the 
only way to change negative behaviours that can lead to 
anti-social problems later in life. 


We need to protect our children, but there is already protec- 
tion from abusive parents. | think this new Bill goes too far. 


What do you think? 


495-3261 


www.petergoldring.ca 





cash in on the boom then we can keep a 
healthy portion of blame the victim alive and 
certainly throw the focus off the absence of 
good public policy to meet the human right 
to housing for all. 

The tactics in your tool kit go on and on, 
but I don’t need to keep reminding you of 
them. You’re the expert, Yvonne. Just one 
more useful one as I close however—be sure 
to try to get some key leaders from the non- 
profits on side with you too. It’s vital to have 
collaborators who have credibility amongst 
those who may be critical of your actions, 
collaborators who can echo your line on 
issues, or, better yet, advance your argu- 
ments themselves and let you pipe up “I 
couldn’t’ have said it better myself.” 
Dribbling out some bits of funding to these 
always starving organizations will help bring 
them around and most of the time even the 
promise of a bit of money will work without 
actually having to spend any. 

I better let you get on with the work 
Yvonne. Start getting our excitement and 
anticipation up about that grand 10 year 
plan you're going to deliver this fall, get 
another bunch of headlines out of the prom- 
ises without having to deliver any perform- 
ance yet. Let’s see, there was the first 
announcement last October, the re- 
announcement in the election campaign in 
February, maybe a plan document this 
October, who knows how much more you 
can squeeze out of just that one little aspect 
of it all... 


With admiration, 


Ted White 
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In Memory of Sam Bernard 


Funeral services were held at Sacred 
Heart Church of the First Peoples August 


20 for Sam Bernard who passed away in 
his home August 4. Bernard was homeless 
on and off for years before finally settling 
into an apartment in the McCauley neigh- 
bourhood. In 2007 he and his partner, 
Dolly, lived in Tent City on the lot just 
west of the Bissell Centre. Last fall he was 
one of the people who spoke to the United 
Nations Special Rapporteur at the Boyle 
Street Community Services about home- 


lessness in Canada. Bernard was also an 
occasional Edmonton Street News vendor. 


By Linda Dumont 


Journeys 

As I sit in my cell upon a bed and dwell 
Upon where I’ve been 

I wonder just how to begin. 

Yes, I’m Canadian 

Yes, this is my country 

Yes I love my homeland 

Yes, I love my family. 


Chess Game 

A challenge to some 

Takes two to play it 

Yet there is only one who wins 
Unless of course 

A stalemate existing 

Gives each one his space. 

Ah — what an example 

To some this might be 

Especially when we'd all be set free. 
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Poetry by Maggie McCleod 


Thoughts 

Silent tears falling to where 
Jailed in a pit of despair 

And who really does care? 

Me, myself and I 

My Creator in the sky 

Somehow, some way will be 

The way my Father wants me to be 
Some persons judge — how come? 
By what clothes we wear 

The life I have to live — 

Very easy, simple 

This to me is God’s will 

Thanks to my creator 


A friend in need, a friend indeed 
When it all comes down the chute 
God ensures we'll be astute 

Come what may 

Along the way 

We meet according to 


Poem by Nancy 


Sunday morning when we heard 

There have been no tears for many years 
God is crying. God is crying 

As I see wet flowing I too am crying. 

God is crying. God is crying. 


There is so much wetness throughout, I know. | 


God is crying. God is crying. 

There are tears for a loved one gone. 

God is crying. God is crying 

I, too, am crying. 

Mother is crying. Mother is crying 

And I, too, am crying. I, too, am crying. 
God is crying. God is crying 

My son the good Samaritan 

Good-bye my love - mom. 

None will see me again, and God is crying. 


God’s plan for me and you. 


Today my way of being 

The woman I am, and seeing 

What my creator shares with me. 

I listen, pray for enlightenment, and be 


Sitting in a chair 
Watching a show 

Just because it’s on 

And I’ve nothing going on 
I’d love to be free 

Able to walk easily 

With my best friend 

Who sees me to the end 
No matter what happens to me 
The only face I see 

Is my friend 

Who truly believes in me 
Unconditionally. 
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Sell Edmonton Street News 
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